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at Wake Robin he had filled the cabins, tents, and every spare
cot with his friends and intimates: George Sterling,
Cloudesley Johns, James Hopper, his socialist and anarchist
friends, newspapermen, sailors, tramps, and comrades that
fitted into no apparent category. Now that he had adequate
accommodation he began inviting the wide world; every
day became Jack's Wednesday night open house. Nearly
every one in the artistic, professional, or thinking world
that came West spent a few days at what he called his Beauty
Ranch. In all the tens of thousands of letters he sent out
from the Ranch, and a goodly portion were to people who
were quarrelling with him, attacking, or abusing him, he
never failed to put at the end, "The latch-string is always
on the outside at the Beauty Ranch, and there are always
blankets and grub for our friends. Come visit us, and stay
as long as you like." So many accepted that he had to have
circulars printed giving directions to Glen Ellen from San
Francisco and Oakland. Rarely were there fewer than ten
guests around the elastic dinner table; often there were
twenty and more. One dinner party included Hyhar Dyall,
founder of the Dyallist movement in India against the
British, an American novelist, a Stanford University professor
of mathematics, a neighbouring farmer, an engineer, Luther
Burbank, a sailor just back from Penang, Princess Ula
Humphrey, an actress who had been in the Sultan's harem,
three tramps, and a lunatic who was going to build a house
from San Francisco to New York. No matter from what
walk of life they came, visitors were stunned by their fellow-
guests. Some of his brilliant non-working friends who lived
on the Ranch for months at a time smelt so badly from
hardly ever taking a bath that he built a special house for
them in the woods; however, every one ate at the same big
table in the stone dining-room. Writers, artists, politicians,
European statesmen and philosophers, churchmen, convicts,
business magnates, engineers, housewives, thousands of
people were to be his guests during the following five years.
Tired of travelling, he now let the world come to him,
Never a train pulled into Glen Ellen station but was met